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WAS QUITE A 
HANDSOME OLD 
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f YOU'LL FORGET ABOUT 
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SHORE HOPE 1 WAKE 
UP AN' FINO THIS IS A 
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r WANNA THANK YO ALL FER SEND1N' ft 
MANY SHELL NAMES FER WY TALKtH' CROW.' 
I FINALLY DECIDED f PICK "GABBY "FER HIS 
NAME CAUSE IT SEEMS T'JUST FITHIMJ 
I AM SENDIN' PICTURES OF ME AN' TH' 
CROW TO TH' THREE OF YOU WHO SUG- 
GESTED THAT NAME : 
DIANE CARROLL, SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 
GEORGE WOLFE, HAMMOND, INDIANA 
ALFRED DU BOIS, 1356 EAST I69'"ST 
(I DON'T KNOW TH'NAME OF ALFRED'S 
CITY SO I'M HOLDING. HIS PICTURE 
TILL I HEAR FROM HIM) 
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GENIES DONT KILL 

by Maurice Howard 



tiCHE eat up all night with her husband's 
corpse,"' Sergeant Duffy explained. "An 
this morning they found hei dead.' 

"I'll take a took." Cone eaid. 

The body of old Mrs. Livingston sat 
slumped in a chair beside the coffin — a thin 
little wisp of woman, almost lost in a billow- 
ing black taffeta dress Her head dangled 
sidewise. Her eyes were closed, as though 
during this night-long, loving vigil beside her 
dead husband, she had fallen quietly into 
eternal sleep. 

"So what killed her?" Sergeant Duffy said. 
"That's what we want to know, Mr Cone Doc 
Carter says her health was okay People don't 
jiihi die of a broken heart, you know " 

"What her husband died of." Cone said, 
"might have something to do with it" 

"He died of lobar pneumonia." the Ser- 
geant retorted. "He might have pulled through 
at that, but he got cramps the last day or two " 

"Cramps." Cone said, "are especially inter 
esting. " 

Voices in the hall sounded behind them 
"That's the relatives." Sergeant Duffy ex- 
plained. "Two grandsons — they're cousins 
An' a grand niece An' there's the house- 
keeper She discovered the old woman's body, 
about seven this morning. You want to ques- 
tion 'em?" 

"I'll talk 10 them." Cone said. 

But instead, he moved into the shrouded 
room, tall and silent, gazing down at the dead 
face in the coffin, and at the face of the dead 
woman in the chair where now a thin shaft 
of light from an edge of a window blind was 
striking to show that her bloodless lips were 
parted as though with a faint smile of content- 
ment that she had gone to join her husband. 

Strange detective who had no theories, few 
questions to ask. and who just seemed to stand 
staring, with the sides of his thin patrician 
nose dilating like the nostrils of an impatient, 
quivering race horse. 

"The relatives," Sergeant Duffy prompted, 
"might be worth your attention, Mr. Cone. 
There's a sweet inheritance, what 1 hear. All 
share alike. An' the old housekeeper— she 



gets ten grand or so for a legacy 

"I'll talk to them now." Cone said "1 won- 
der if they're interested in Hindu magir 

The relatives were all tense, exceedingly 
nervous, excited Shocked by the tragedv of 
course Surely no one. appraising them now. 
could have selected one of them to be guilh 
of a double murder The two grandson 
seemed both under thirty; John Livingston— 
slim, handsome, with wavy tousled black hair 
and a face aristocratic, as his dead grand 
father's — a face grim and strained now. with 
thin pale tips that tried to smile as he shook 
Cone's hand And there was hi* cousin. Peter 
Ranee — short and round and plump, with 
sparse pale hair plastered dankh on his 
beaded forehead 

The girl— Ann Livmsgton— wu a little 
frightened brown dove, clinging 10 the hand 
of the middle-aged housekeeper who -at be- 
side her All of them were frightened, as the 
members of any household would be with 
mysterious tragedy suddenly striking, and 
with a bullying Police Sergeant obviously 
anxious to fasten murder upon them 

"Do we have to go all ovet it again'" the 
handsome John Livingston protested 

"Not with me." Cone said "Sergeant Duffy 
is puzzled by the death of Mrs Livingston " 

"Wh> wouldn't 1 be 9 " Duffy demanded 

"You would." Cone agreed "Hindu magic 
is very puzzling No one can understand it. 

The housekeeper — gaum and dour— invol- 
untarily shifted her chair with a rasp which 
was startling in the tense silence She was 
gazing blankly ai Cone All of them blankly 
stared 

"What s that mean?" the fai little Peler 
Ranee stammered "Who said anything aboui 
Hindu magic?" 

"1 did." Cone eaid "I've been up the 
Ganges. India is very interesting Do you sup 
pose old Mr Livingston was interested in 
Oriental occultism by any chance?* 

John Livingston said: "Yes, he was Grand- 
father lived in India, years ago. As a matter of 
fact, he met grandmother in Benares. They 
were married there." 



"Then she believed in Hindu magic also?" 

"An' it frightened her," the housekeeper 
said with a sudden breathless burst. 

"I've heard." Cone said, "that a djinn is 
generally a beneficent sort of fellow. Nobody 
should be afraid of a djino." 

There was no one smiling. They all looked 
as though they were shuddering. 

"Well [ don't get any of this," Sergeant 
Duffy declared. 

"We're thinking," Cone said, "that a djinn 
— a genie you know — may have appeared 
miraculously to Mrs. Livingston, last night at 
her vigil over her dead husband." 

"And frightened her to death?" Duffy de- 
manded "Now say. listen- — -" 

"I wish we could summon him tonight," 
Cone said. "Maybe be was there and saw what 
happened, who knows? I wish we could sum- 
mon him and make him tell us. Let's try it, 
shall we?" 

"You'll have an autopsy on both bodies?" 
Cone suggested, when presently he and the 
Sergeant were again alone. 

"Sure. But the devil of it, Doc Carter had 
to go to Albany. He'll be back tomorrow and 
perform the autopsies then." 

"Arsenic is apt to give you cramps," Cone 
said. 

Duffy nodded. "Doc an' I both thought of 
that. But the old woman — " 

"Didn't die of cramps. Quite true. Sergeant. 
Let's see what the djinn says tonight — if we 
can summon him." 

"Mr. Cone, listen," Duffy pleaded. "Are you 
ktddin' me?" 

"T never was more serious," Cone said. 

The big hall clock was chiming midnight. 
There were two occupied coffins now in the 
little room — coffins with candle-light flicker- 
ing eerily on them, flickering on the two dead 
faces and on the drawn faces of the living 
who sal silently beside them. 

Only Cone was on his feet, his tall lean 
figure painted by the candlelight which cast 
multiple shadows of him monstrously shifting 
on the walls ag he moved. It was as though in 
the silent breathless little room, only he and 
Nib sbadowB were alive. 

"I'll close the door," he said softly. "If we 
get that djinn out of his lair, no need to let 
him escape." 

Cone was building a small charcoal fire in 



the brazier now; and then from a desk in the 
room corner he came with brown-black slicks 
of incense. 

"The Hindu legend as I've heard it," he wa* 
saying softly, "is that if you burn this over 
one who lias died, the djinn imprisoned with, 
in it will come out. Did Mr. Livingston ever 
tell you that?" 

No one answered. Then the handsome 
poetic-looking young John Livingston re- 
sponded: 

"Yes, something like that. Grandfather al- 
ways said he wanted this incense burned in 
the brazier beside him when he had died." 

"Because the djinn would come to soothe 
his troubled, departing spirit," Cone said. 

"Mrs. Livingston promised to do it," the 
housekeeper said suddenly. "But it frightened 
her," 

Redolent blue-black wisps of vapour were 
rising now from the big brazier as Cone ignit- 
ed the incense, dropping a bundle of the little 
slicks on the charcoal fire. 

"Come on djinn, let's have a look at you," 
Cone jibed. "Don't be afraid of us." 

"This is crazy," young Livingston suddenly 
was muttering. "This is — " 

His words were stricken away as a chair 
clattered. On his feel Peter Ranee stood trem- 
bling, his rotund face suddenly ashen. 

"I don't — like this," he gasped. And then 
he broke. "You fools — we've got to get out of 
here. We'll be dead, all of us! Get that doo.r 
and window open — you idiots — don't you feel 
queer already?" He was staggering on his 
feet, wildly terrified, in a panic rushing for 
the door; but the bulky Sergeant Duffy shoved 
him back. 

"You're ruining everything," Cone said. 

"Am I? Am I? That — what you — you don't 
know — that's arsenic burning in that incenBe! 
The fumes of it — we'll be wafted off into 
death in another minute. Get us out of here, 
I tell you! Let me out— can't you feet your 
head reeling already?" 

"That's terror and guilty imagination mak- 
ing you reel," Cone said. "That's your murder- 
er. Sergeant. The fumes of burning arsenic 
are a nasty lethal dose in a small close room 
like this. He thinks I'm burning the incense 
he gave old Mrs. Livingston to burn last night." 

Cone was faintly smiling now. "Fortunately, 
I'm not," he said. 
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